A   GREAT   IDEA
volumes, such as The Red Lily> The Crime of Syhestre
Bonnard^ Penguin Island^ At the Sign of the Reine Pedauque^
The Revolt of the Angels^ Thdis^ were several times re-
printed. Anatole France told me later that he thought
Penguin Island his worst book, and that his best prose
was to be found in The Revolt oj the Angels. He was no
doubt alluding to the narrative of Nectaire, which is a
sort of amplification of the Silenus of Virgil with an
undertone suggestive of Kenan's Priere sur FAcropole.
But there were other volumes which did not do so well,
and a few which had little or no popular appeal—at
least in their 'library' form.
It was when the War had been in progress for some
two years that a great change came over the fortunes
of Anatole France in this country, indeed throughout
the   English-speaking  world.    Hitherto   his   works   in
English had been mainly restricted to the houses of the
well-to-do, where they were to be seen ranged along in
their imposing red and gold like a regiment of Grenadier
Guards.     In which particular lobe of the five that then
composed The Bodley Head the idea originated—I have
an idea it was Crocket's—I cannot say for certain.    At
any rate to one of them it occurred to republish the whole
series in a half-crown edition using the old plates for the
purpose.    The size was to be crown octavo, which meant
there was no excess of margin.    Nevertheless the page
was very presentable.    If any members of the firm were
doubtful of the success of this new venture, their fears
were at once allayed.    These little orange-covered books
were soon to be seen everywhere, everywhere Anatole
France was the great topic of conversation.    Clerks and
typists, tea-shop waitresses, the intelligentsia of Blooms-
bury, the virtuosi of Chelsea, all eagerly began to imbibe
the easy scepticism, the graceful if somewhat libidinous
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